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ies    and    long, 
ive    provided 
;nt,    adequate 
:es  to  render 
and    makers 
you   will  be 
secure   from  chance,   is  our  first  promise. 

JAHN  &  OLLIER  ENGRAVING  CO. 

817  West  Washington   Blvd.,     -    Chicago,  Illinois 


In   the   foreground  -  Ft.    Dearborn   re-erected 

in   Grant   Park  on   Chicago's  lake   front. 
Illustration    by   Jahn    6r   Oilier    Art   Studios. 
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The  Creeks  Had  A  Word  for  Them! 

XZESPIO  (born  with  wings) 
EXHIBIT  A.  MERCURY     —     EXHIBIT  B.  PEGASUS 


In  the  best  families  (or  any  others  for  that  matter) 
that  doesn't  happen  nowadays.  Hence  the  United 
States  Air  Corps  offers  some  attractive  inducements 
to  you  college  students  for  whom  it  has  built  a 
$10,000,000  institution  at  San  Antonio,  Texas,  where 
they    teach    you    to    fly    and    while    you    are    learning: 

Pay  you  a  salary  of  $75.00  per  month.  Pay  your 
living  expenses. 

Supply  you  (free,  of  course)  with  snappy,  tailor- 
made,   sky   blue   uniforms. 

Grant  you  the  social  and  military  privileges  of 
potential   officers. 

Pay  your  traveling  expenses  from  your  home  to  the 
new  field  at  San  Antonio. 

700  men  are  taken  in  each  year.  The  course  re- 
quires a  year  to  complete  and  includes  over  200  hours 
of  solo  flying.  Those  who  stay  the  full  year  are  com- 
missioned   as    Lieutenants    in    the    Air    Corps    Reserve. 


If  you  don't  like  the  training  you  may  resign  at  any 
time.    For  example: 

Should  you  stay  three  months  and  then  resign  you 
will  receive  $225.00  cash,  your  round  trip  expenses 
from>  your  home  to  San  Antonio,  and  about  50  hours 
of  solo  flying. 

The  service  and  associations  of  the  Air  Corps  gives 
its  members  a  very  real  distinction  and  a  very  notice- 
able breadth  and  poise. 

If  you  have  applied  and  are  ready  to  go,  we  have 
compiled  information  and  tips  giving  you  inside  angles 
and  dope  that  will  be  invaluable  when  you  arrive  at 
the  field.  If  you  haven't  applied  yet  then  by  all  means 
get  our  information.  We  tell  you  the  entrance  pro- 
cedure and  certain  twists  that  make  your  getting  in 
easier  and  quicker.  The  information  written  by  men 
who  have  been  rhrough  the  school  covers  all  points 
from  beginning  to  end  that  you  are  interested  in 
knowing.  This  information  cannot  be  obtained  else- 
where: it  is  complete.  Nothing  else  to  buy.  The  price 
is  $1.00  or  sent  C.  O.  D.  if  you  desire. 


NATIONAL  AVIATION  SERVICE 

742   South   Hill   Street,    Los  Angeles,   California 


A  fire  broke  out  in  a  deaf-and- 


dumb   asylum,   and   one  of 
mates     broke     his     thumb 

"Fire!"  Anapolis 


the   in- 
yelling 

"Log." 


MODERNE 
Of  all  the  girls  I've  ever  seen 
In  all  the  places  I  have  been. 
Of  all  of  them  you  are  the  queen — 
Won't  you  believe  I  love  you? 

Through   all   the   lonely   miles   I've 

trod, 
Because  of  them,  I  swear  by  God, 
And  by  that  sacred  bit  of  sod 
When  first  we  met,  I  love  you! 

Through  all  those  years  of  lone- 
liness 

I've  waited  for  your  sweet  caress 

And  since  at  last  you've  come  to 
bless 

And  comfort  me,   I  love  you. 

To  live  with  you  would  be  divine, 
To  have  your  beauty  wholly  mine. 
But    "marriage?"     since    you    take 

that  line 
I'll  leave  you — though  I  love  you! 
"Purple  Cow." 


Book  Salesman  to  emotional 
young  customer:  "Oh,  so  you  want 
a  book  to  arouse  your  love  for 
clearer  understanding  for  those  you 
love?  I  have  just  the  book — 
'What  every  bride  should  know!' 

Customer:  "Oh.  lovely,  where  is 
it?" 

Salesman:  "Here,  a  cook  book." 
Reserve   "Red  Cat." 


Frosh:     How     much     are     your 
rooms  ? 

Hotel  Clerk:    Five  dollars  up  to 
twelve. 

Frosh:    How    much    for    one    all 
night? 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket." 


She  was  so  dumb  she  thought 
the  Geneva  Arms  conference  was 
a  necking  party. 

Penn.  State  "Froth." 

■*-»-*■ 

Artist:   Are  you  a  college  wom- 
an, young  lady? 
Model:   Yes,  sir. 

Artist:  Then  you  won't  do.  I 
want  to  paint  a  picture  of  the  Vir- 
gin Mary. 

Arizona  "Kitti/  Kat." 


"What    part    of    the    chicken    do 
you  like  best,  opera  box  or  ballet?' 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
"Breast  or  leg." 

"Pitt  Panther." 


Before  marriage  a  man  yearns  for 
a  woman.  After  marriage  the  "y" 
is  silent.  Anapolis  "Log." 


Cop:  Who  was  driving  when 
you  hit  that  car? 

Drunk     (triumphantly):      None 

of  us,  we  were  all  in  the  back  seat. 

Texas  " Lonahorn." 


Mark  Anthony:  I  want  to  see 
Cleopatra. 

Servant:  She's  in  bed  with 
laryngitis. 

Mark  Anthony:  Darn  those 
Greeks!  -The   Carolinian." 


Scotty:  She's  the  most  econom- 
ical girl  I  know. 

Mac:  I'll  say  she  is.  I  gave  her 
a  marshmallow  the  other  day  and 
she  powdered  her  nose  with  it. 

Bucknell  ' 'Belle  Hop." 
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REPAIRING 


Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 


TYPING 


Letters 
Manuscripts 
Themes 
Theses 
Reasonable  Rates — Accurate   ff'ork — Speedy  Service 

Multigraphing-Mimeographing-Addressing 

EVANSTON 
LETTER  SERVICE 

HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 

4th  Floor,  615  Davis  St.  Evanston 

(Above    Lyon    &    Healy's) 
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The  difference  between  a  car 
wreck  and  a  train  wreck  is  that  the 
engineer  isn't  always  hugging  the 
fireman.  Rice  "Owl." 

<m    *    m 

THE  EDITOR'S  LAMENT 

Larry — "Well,  old  sock,  how 
about  pulling  a  joke  for  the  dear 
reader?" 

Harry — "Aw,  whasa  use?  The 
ones  they  want  we  can't  print  an' 
the  ones  we  can  print  they  don't 
want." 

Southern  California  "Wampus." 

She  (coyly)  :  "What  time  is  it, 
Alfred?" 

He:  "It's  too  late." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


PRACTICAL 

Teacher  (warning  her  pupils 
against  catching  cold)  :  "I  had  a 
little  brother  seven  years  old,  and 
one  day  he  took  his  new  sled  out 
in  the  snow.  He  caught  pneu- 
monia, and  three  days  later  he 
died." 

Silence  for  ten  seconds. 

The  voice  from  the  rear: 
"Where's  his  sled?" 

Anapolis  "Log." 


"She's  a  good  girl.      I  made  her 
myself."  Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


JUST  LIKE  HOME?  !  ? 
It  is  rumored  that,  on  a  clear 
night,  when  sitting  in  one  basket- 
ball stand,  one  can  hear  sounds, 
and  sometimes  even  distinguish 
faces,  in  the  opposite  stand. 

Cornell    "Widow." 


Frosh:  "Is  this  what  they  call 
lover's  lane?     Where  does  it  lead?" 

Architect:  "It's  liable  to  lead  to 
trouble."  Rice  "Owl." 


Somebody  had  suggested  filming 
the  Mother  Goose  rhymes  as  chil- 
dren's movies,  but  "Jack  and  Jill," 
undeleted,  will  never  get  by  Will 
Hayes.  No  girl  who  will  go  up  a 
hill  with  a  boy  on  the  pretext  of 
getting  a  pail  of  water  isn't  any 
better  than  she  should  be. 

"The  Brown  Jug." 


The  Purple  Parrot,  published  monthly  from 

at  1232   Central   Ave.,    Wilmette,    Illinois.     J 

Wilmette,   Illinois,  January   1,   1932. 


Summer  Students 

cA  (Complete  Service 
for  Your  Qar 

Let  Evanston's  largest  and  most  complete 
garage  take  over  the  storage  and  maintenance 
of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt,  and  experienced  service, 
moderately  priced. 

One  Half  Block  off  the  Campus 


Oiling,  Greasing 

Storage,    Simonizing 

Washing,   Repairs 


Shopping  and  Theater 
Parking 

3  Hours  25c 


No   Additional   Charge   for   Delivering   Cars 

The 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman  Ave. 
GREenleaf  4850-4851 

Opposite    Varsity    Theater 


<r 


it 


<r 


Precision  Classes 
by 

Aimer  Coe 

Promote   and    maintain   good   vision   and   eye   com- 
fort.   Insure  style,  quality  and  individual  suitability. 

Many  price  reductions  now  in  effect. 


Binoculars  -  Microscopes  -  Telescopes 
Still    and    Moving    Picture    Equipment 


Aimer  Coe  #  Company 

PRESCRIPTION    OPTICIANS 
1645   Orrington    Ave.,    Evanston 

Chicago    Stores 

105    N.   Wabash  18    So.    LaSalle 

78    E.   Jackson    Rlvd. 


October  to  June  hy  the  Students  Publishing  Co..  Inc., 
Intered   as    second-class   matter   at    the    post   office   at 
Twenty-five  cents  the  copy,   $1.75   the   year. 
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TO  A  CO-ED  .  .  . 

The    silence    of    the    dream    was 

broken 
Only    by    my    words    .    .    .    soft 

spoken 
Of  the  beauty  of  the  place, 
Of  the  wood's  somnolent  grace, 
Of  your  eyes  or  of  your  hair; 
Apologizing  for  my  stare  .  .  . 
And  then  that  breathless  moment 

when 
We  saw  an  elf  dart  down  a  glen 
And  trembling  there  together  we 
Fed  our  souls  on  witchery. 
He  darted  .  .  .  My  eyes  followed 

after 
My  heart  on  the  verge  of  song  or 

laughter  .  .  . 
Till  you  lashed  out  to  strike  me 

mute 
With  .  .  .  "O  my  gawd,  but  ain't 

he  CUTE?" 

Missouri   "Showme." 


The  week-end  had  been  a  won- 
derful success.  His  classmates  had 
gasped  when  he  escorted  this  gor- 
geous creature  to  her  seat  at  the 
game.  Tonight  at  the  dance  she  was 
a  dazzling  nymph  floating  in  his 
arms.  They  had  chosen  this  dance 
to  sit  out.  It  was  a  slow,  dreamy 
waltz.  He  sighed  and  she  settled 
back  into  the  curve  of  his  shoulder. 
Scents  of  exotic  flowers  came  to 
him  as  his  lips  brushed  her  hair. 
His  throat  tightened  and  he  felt  a 
sharp  pain  in  his  breast  as  he  leaned 
towards  her.  "Darling,"  he  whis- 
pered huskily,  "have  you  read  Bal- 
lyhoo?"       Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 


A  country  boy  attended  the 
Prom  and  on  his  return  home,  he 
was  asked  what  he  liked  best  about 
the  dance.  He  said,  "Oh,  I  like  it 
all,  but  the  craziest  thing  I  ever 
saw  is  what  they  call  a  cocktail. 
It's  a  drink  where  they  put  in 
whiskey  to  make  it  strong,  then 
water  to  make  it  weak:  gin  to 
make  it  hot.  and  ice  to  make  it  cold, 
lemon  to  make  it  sour,  sugar  to 
make  it  sweet:  then  they  say, 
'Here's  to  you.'  and  drink  it  them- 
selves." Penn.   "Punch  Bowl." 


King — Bring  in  a  girl. 
Vassal — Very  good,  sir. 
King — Not  necessarily. 

Wabash   "Caveman: 


Little  Bo-Peep 

Is  losing  sleep, 

Running  around  to  dances. 

Let  her  alone, 

And  she'll  come  home, 

A  victim  of  circumstances. 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial. 


It's  the  little  things  in  life  that 

tell,"  said  the  girl  as  she  pulled  her 

kid  brother  from  beneath  the  sofa. 

Anapolis   "Log." 


Instructor:  "What  is  the  femi- 
nine of  bachelor?" 

Student:  "Er-er — lady-in-wait- 
ing." Illinois  "Siren." 


"He  beat  me  to  a  jelly,  jammed 
me  against  the  wall,  and  jarred  me 
silly." 

"Oh!  The  Lord  preserve  you." 
New  York   "Mercury." 


The  shades  of  night  were  falling 
fast. 

When  for  a  kiss  he  asked  her. 

She  must  have  answered  yes.  be- 
cause 

The  shades  came  down  much  fas- 
ter. Illinois    "Siren." 


"Has  Jean  prepared  everything 
for  her  round-the-world  cruise?" 

"Oh,   yes,   she's   learned   how   to 

say  'No'  in  ten  different  languages." 

Depauw  "Yelloiv  Crab." 


GO  TO—FATHER?    ? 
"Go   to    father,"    she   said    when    I 

asked  her  to  wed : 
And  she  knew  that  I  knew  what  a 

life  he  had  led! 
And  she  knew    that    I    knew    her 

father  was  dead! 
And   she   knew    that    I   knew   what 

she  meant  when  she  said. 
"Go  to — Father!"  ?  ?  ! 

Carnegie    Tech.    "Puppet." 

"I   miss  my  bathtub  this  year." 
"On  the  contrary,  I  think  show- 
ers are  much  better." 

"They're  all  right,  but  you  can't 
make  beer  in  a  shower." 

Harvard    "Lampoon." 


Poppy  was  asleep  one  day, 
A  fly  lit  on  his  head ; 
Mary  got  the  hammer, 
And  killed  the  poor  fly  dead. 
Anapolis   "Log. 


JUST  A  DUTY 
Bill — The  girl  I  am  married  to 
has  a  twin  sister. 

Mae — Gee!  How  do  you  tell  'em 
apart? 

Bill — I  don't  try;  it's  up  to  the 
other  one  to  look  out  for  herself. 
Drexcl   "Drexerd." 


And  then  there's  the  pathetic 
song  of  the  young  Oldmaid — "To- 
night or  Never." 

Lafayette    "Lyre." 


THE  AUTOMOBILE 

We  want  the  back  seat. 

Gwan.  It's  your  car.  Drive  it. 

Worse  luck. 

Yeh. 

We're  out  of  gas. 

Then  why  don't  you  turn  off  the 
engine? 

Douse  the  glims. 

It's  getting  rather  late.  I  should  go. 

Me,  too. 

Can't    get    the    engine    started.    It's 
frozen. 

So  am  I. 

Well,  you're  no  torrid  heater  your- 
self. 

Thanks.   Take  me  home. 

You  know  the  way. 

Oh,  yeah?  TAKE  ME  HOME! 

With  delight. 

You  don  t  need  to  go  so  fast. 

I'm  in  a  hurry. 

So  am  I.  You  can't  get  me  there  too 
soon. 

Agreed. 

Darling,    please   don't    drive   so.    It 
frightens  me. 

All   right,   honey.   Then   we'll  park 
here. 

Nevada   "Desert   Wolf." 


Disappointed  women  arc  born — 
not  made.  Illinois  "Siren." 


Sign  in  a  local  haberdashery — 
PAJAMAS  —  GOOD  ENOUGH 
FOR  FORMAL  WEAR  —  HALF 
OFF.  Illinois  "Siren." 


"I'll  never  go  out  with  a  soldier 
again." 
^  "Why?" 
"All    he    wanted    to    do    was    to 
shoulder  arms  all  night." 

"Pitt   Panther." 
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They're  clicking  with  mil- 
lions .  .  .  You  see  more 
Chesterfields  smoked 
every  day. ..Here's  why... 

They're  milder.  They  contain  the 
mildest  tobaccos  that  money  can 
buy. 

They  taste  better.  Rich  aroma  of 
Turkish  tobacco  and  mellow  sweet- 
ness of  Domestic. 

They're  pure.  Everything  that 
goes  into  them  is  tested  by  expert 
chemists. 

They  satisfy.  Yon  break  open  a 
clean,  tight -sealed  package.  You 
light  up  a  well-filled  cigarette.  They 
Satisfy!  All  you  could  ask  for. 


Hear  the  Chesterfivld  Radio  Program. 
Every  night  except  Sunday-  Columbia 
network.   See  local  newspaper  for  time. 


ana 


STES    BETTER 


©  1932,  Liggett  *  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Something  to  Remember 
N.  U.  By  .  .  . 


N.  U.  BOOK  ENDS 

Bronze  enamel  finish  with  a  bronze 
crest.    Originally  $5.00. 

$3.25 
N.  U.  WALL  PLAQUE 

Wooden     shield,     finished     with     a 
bronze      metal      crest.       Originally 

$6-00-  $1.95 


N.  U.  CREST  JEWELRY 

Cost  Rings  —  Necklaces 
Cigaret  Cases — Crest  Keys 
Bracelets  —  Pearl    Pins,    etc. 


% 


Discount 


CHANDLER'S 


Fountain  Square 


Evansron 


Add  to  the  famous  faux  pas: 
Toastmaster,  introducing  speak- 
er: "I'm  sure  Mr.  Jones  of  the 
Soils  and  Fertilizer  Department, 
will  give  us  a  pleasant  half-hour. 
He's  just  full  of  his  subject." 

Iowa  "Green  Gander." 


The  bkj  sensation  rms  summer. 
COOWhd  REFRESHING 


They  sure  are-  LlFt  jAVERS 

...to  parched  palates 


Little  Jane  walked  into  the  cor- 
ner drug  store  and  said  her  mama 
wanted  some  tissue  paper.  The 
clerk  wrapped  up  three  rolls  and 
handed   them   to  her. 

"Charge      them.      please,' 
lisped. 

"Certainly."    replied     the 
"but   who  are  they  for?" 

"All    of    uth."    sighed    th 
girl  as  she  walked  out. 

"Mountain    Goat/' 


she 

clerk, 
little 


THOUGHT  FOR  TODAY 
It's  easy  to  smile  and  be  happy. 
When     things     go     along     smooth 

as  glass, 
But  the  guy  that's  worth  while 
[3  the  guy    who  can  smile 
When    he's    ripped    his    pants    in    a 

class. 

Minnesota    "Ski-U-Mah." 


One: 

"Quick,  give  me  a  nickel." 

Two: 

"What's  the  big  hurry?" 

One: 

"Will     you     give     me     a 

nickel?" 

Cornell  "Widow." 

"Come  take  liberties  with  me," 
said  the  co-ed.  as  she  robbed  the 
magazine  stand. 

Alabama  "Rammer-Jammer." 


To  discover  that  he  hadn't  any 
money,  he  approached  the  driver: 
"Say,  I  haven't  any  money,  is  my 
face  good   for   my  fare?" 

"No!" 

"Well,  then.  I  guess  you'll  have 
to  collect  on   the  other  end." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Some 

girls     get     in     the     lollies 

through 

sheer  luck,  but  usually  be- 

Ciiise  of 

sheer  silk. 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 

SHORT  STORY 

Amo. 

Bravo. 

Salvo. 

Let  go. 

Reno. 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 
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OPINIONATED 

MEDITATION 


Hail!    The  Conquering  Heroes  Go 

Saying  farewell  to  a  senior  class  is  a  job  from 
which  a  timid  soul  like  your  Aunt  Polly  naturally 
shrinks;  you  must  be  delicate  and  melancholy  and 
worldly-wise;  you  must  tell  them  that  Northwestern 
will  never  forget  them,  and  that  the  world  is  now  theirs 
to  do  with  as  they  will.  It's  all  a  bit  sad  and  just  a 
wee  mite  touched  with  hooey. 

Our  own  first  memories  of  this  year's  graduating 
class  go  back  to  Mr.  Parker's  three  o'clock  English  class; 
there  was  Kimmy  Hill  and  Helen  Fitch  and  the  Taylor 
Boys  and  some  more,  including  Ruth  Seanor,  who  took 
a  lot  of  beauty  with  her  when  she  left  school.  They  all 
looked    younger    then,    and    had    more    enthusiasm    for 


life  if  not  as  much  knowledge.  Now  they  and  all  the 
others  are  about  to  start  the  march  to  the  graduation 
platform — the  gallows  of  college  life. 

Well,  we  haven't  any  advice  for  them.  It's  been 
nice  having  them  all  around,  even  if  we  can't  promise 
that  their  names  will  endure  in  Northwestern  tradition, 
fame  here  being  what  it  is,  more  than  a  semester  or 
two.  They'll  put  up  a  good  fight  in  the  world  outside, 
but  we  won't  promise  them  success,  nor  even  wealth, 
although  we  hope  they  have  both. 

In  the  years  to  come  some  of  them  will  succeed, 
some  of  them  fail ;  some  of  them  will  die  and  some  get 
married:  some  we  will  know  always,  some  we  may 
never  see  again.      As   they   go  we  can  only  extend   to 
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them  the  hope  that  their  four  years  in  the  university 
have  been  filled  with  sparkle,  gayety,  and  youthful 
abandon.  We  have  a  sneaking  suspicion  that  it  is  just 
this  spirit  of  confetti  and  toy  balloons  that  lingers 
longest  in  the  minds  of  those  who  are  college  graduates, 
and  though  they  may  forget  Econ  A,  Math,  Sank 
Practice,  and  all  those  other  courses,  we  hope  they  never 
forget  the  afternoons  filled  with  color,  the  nights  filled 
with  love  and  life  and  laughter,  and  the  mornings 
filled  with  headaches  and  sweet  recollections. 

So,  seniors,  before  you  go.  pause  a  moment  while 
we  raise  a  stirrup  cup  and  drink  to  the  no  little  amount 
of  gayety  which  you  helped  create  while  you  were  here. 
Happy  Landings! 


Looking  Backward 

At  the  risk  of  being  turned  into  a  pillar  of  salt 
like  Mrs.  Lot,  we  take  advantage  of  this,  the  proper 
occasion,  to  look  at  the  year  just  gone  by  before  we 
heave  a  sigh  and  close  the  books. 

By  and  large  it  has  been  a  ghastly  year  from  our 
editorial  standpoint.  It  has  not  been  marked  by  any 
outstanding  educational  advances  on  the  part  of  the 
university.  We  lost  two  Big  Ten  athletic  champion- 
ships, and  had  a  very  unfortunate  occurrence  during 
the  football  season  in  which  five  fairly  innocent  men 
paid  a  penalty  for  all  of  us.  Our  social  affairs  were 
successful,  financially,  but  we  don't  believe  that  any- 
body would  call  them  the  best  ever  given  here,  nor 
greatly  in  keeping  with  the  Northwestern  tradition. 

School  spirit  seemed  to  sink,  and  the  general  morale 
of  the  student  body  was  lower,  due  probably  to  the 
influence  of  the  depression  which  seems  to  be  permanent. 
An  unfortunate  selection  of  an  editorial  topic  on  the 
part  of  a  publications  head  led  to  a  situation  which  we 
believe  materially  set  back  independent  student  think- 
ing and  led  to  publicity  that  was  neither  good  nor 
kind:  many  a  student  fell  by  the  wayside  when  his 
parents  felt  the  pinch  of  economic  hardship:  and  a 
lot  of  us  began  wondering  sometimes  whether  it  was 
all  worth  the  while. 

Next  year,  the  seers  tell  us.  may  even  be  worse 
in  the  economic  sense.  As  we  look  at  the  year  behind, 
and  think  of  the  year  that  lies  ahead,  we  can  but  mur- 
mur a  prayer:  "God  give  us  courage  to  act  young  and 
alive  and  bold:  strip  from  us  this  mask  of  blase  sophis- 
tication which  too  many  of  us  wear:  let  us  act,  not  like 
seventeen  year  old  Harold  Teens,  nor  again  like  soul- 
worn  members  of  some  decadent  colony,  but  like  young 
American  college  students,  which  is  all  we  are  or  ever 
will  be  no  matter  how  much  pretending  otherwise 
we  do." 


Moral  Lesson  by  Parable 

The  cataloging  of  all  our  ailments  which  we  have 
consummated  above,  almost  makes  us  bow  our  shoulders 
in  despair  and  give  up.  It  almost  seems  too  much  to 
strive  against,  too  much  of  a  torrent  to  resist.  But  we 
find  an  object  lesson  in  the  story  a  learned  university 
professor  told  before  an  equally  learned  assembly  of 
university  professors  last  winter. 

It  seems  a  social  worker  visited  the  home  of  a 
poor  unfortunate  and  was  talking  to  this  poor  fellow. 
How  many  children  have  you?"  asked  the  social  work- 
er. "Fifteen."  replied  the  meek  little  member  of  the 
unemployed.  "Good  night."  said  the  social  worker, 
"but  that's  too  many."  "I  know."  said  the  husband 
and  father.  "But  there  wont  be  any  more.  You  see. 
we  found  out  the  cause." 

And  perhaps  it's  time  that  all  we  editorial  writers, 
professors,  et  cetera  without  end.  who  have  been  criti- 
cizing so  much,  quit  our  harping,  find  out  the  cause,  and 
guide  our  future  conduct  accordingly. 


We  Recommend  for  Posterity 

Anyway,  we  couldn't  close  this  last  issue  without 
mentioning  a  few  of  the  things,  extra-curricular,  which 
we  think  would  do  a  lot  to  make  this  a  better  school, 
such  as: 

— restoration  of  a  column  and  more  personal  fea- 
tures in  our  esteemed  DAILY: 

— creation  of  a  few  senseless  but  enjoyable  tradi- 
tions, similar  to  the  wearing  of  "beer  suits"  at  Prince- 
ton, the  crowning  of  the  April  King  at  Miami,  or  the 
Prom  Week  at  Cornell: 

— building  up  of  a  Men  and  Women's  Union  and 
a  student  council  capable  of  properly  bringing  about 
adequate  student  government: 

— opening  of  a  few  all-university  dance  halls  as 
near  to  the  campus  as  possible  and  similar  to  say.  the 
new  "Dean's  Office"  at  Wisconsin: 

— less  putting  on  of  airs  by  the  women,  and  a 
little  more  of  an  independent  masculine  viewpoint 
among  the  men. 

We  could  go  on  like  that  for  some  time,  but  it 
probably  wouldn't  do  much  good.  And  before  we 
stop  we  might  as  well  admit  that  we're  just  like  all  the 
rest  of  you,  for  although  we  may  carp  and  criticize 
and  condemn,  we'll  be  back  next  year  enjoying  it  all 
just  as  much  as  we  ever  did.  Until  we  see  you  next 
fall  wrapped  up  in  the  cover  of  the  annual  Freshman 
Number,  we  hope  you  have  a  fine  vacation,  that  your 
days  may  be  long,  and  your  nights  interesting.  Until 
then,  au  revoir. 
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It's  the  social  contacts  that  make  college  life  valuable. 

Actor:  I  don't  think  the  audience  Mr.  Jones   (to  wife  about  to  em- 
likes  me.  bark  on  train )  :    Shall  I   get  you  a 

,,.„,.,      ,_T,          „,.     ,         ,  periodical,  dear? 

His  Wife:   Why,    Alfred,     what  F 

ever  made  you  think  that?  Mrs-  Joncs:   No'  but  You  might 

„    ,, set  me  a  newspaper  or  a  magazine. 

Actor:   A  little  bird  told  me.  s                         H  F                     5 


TSK!    TSK! 
Little  Mary  Genevieve  Lou  Gen- 
eva Munder 
Learned  that  to  the  gentlemen  she 

should  always  thunder: 
"No!"    And   I   have  heard   it  said 
That  now,  when  Mary  goes  to  bed, 
The  only  thrill  that  Mary  gets  is 
looking  under. 

TEN 


C'mon,  let's  go  make  hay  while 
the  sun   shines. 

O.    K.    Professor — but    what   the 
hell's  her  last  name' 


"Hot  Dam!"  the  maniac  shout- 
ed in  glee  as  the  reservoir  went  up 
in  smoke. 


COON  SHOUTER 
A  silver  shaft  of  light 
Splits  the  incredible  air. 
Under  the  darkness,  women  at 

tables 
Touch  their  hair, 
Pull  their  stockings  tight, 
Caress  their  sables, 
Brush  their  fingertips, 
Decorate  their  lips, 
Sip  their  liquor, 
While  their  husbands  bicker 
With  weary  waiters  who  can't  be 

quicker. 

Pansy  Corac, 

Bosomed  and  black, 

Saunters  to  the  spotlight. 

In  the  gleam 

She  folds  fat  fingers 

And  closes  giddy  eyes 

Till  only  white 

Spots  the  dark  skin. 

Then,  as  though  a  strange  dream 

Reluctantly  lingers 

Somewhere  in  her  heart,  she  sighs, 

Unclasps  her  hands, 

And  opens  her  throat  wide 

About   a   no-account   man   with   a 

black  hide 
Who  misunderstands. 

Then  the  lights  go  up, 

And  generous  applause 

Praises  the  shining  jaws 

And  brief,  black  neck 

Of  Pansy  Corac, 

Bosomed  and  black, 

And  the  women  drink 

Real  champagne  from  a  coffee  cup. 

And  the  husbands  think 

Surely  the  waiter  will  take  a  check. 

But  Pansy  Corac 

W  ho  was  born  in  a  barn, 

And  is  bosomed  and  black, 

Doesn't  give  a  darn. 


Aw,  go  to  hell! 

I  can't — there's  nobody  home  at 
your  house. 


A  fellow  may  take  a  girl  out  but 
the  girl  is  the  one  who  takes  the 
fellow  in. 


Ooo,  lookee.  Pop!  The  Stork 
just  dropped  a  litter  of  wolf  pups 
down  the  chimney! 
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"Was  there  a  large  crowd  at  the 
Prom   last   night?" 

"Not  under  our  table!" 

Western  Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


He:  Darling,  you  remind  me  of 
a  shy  little  violet. 

She:  Well,  dear,  that  perfume 
you  have  on  brings  visions  of  a  bed 
of  Pansies  to  me. 


"Hot  doggy!  Here's  where  I  go 
on  a  big  bust!"  shouted  the  cootie 
as  he  lit  on  the  fat  lady's  dress. 


Frosh:  Gee.  can  I  touch  you? 
Senior:    Sure!    Go   ahead,    I   ain't 
proud. 

Frosh:   Fine!   Lend  me  ten! 


Her  old  man  was  a  hardware 
dealer — which  explains  why  she 
was  just  a  bit  screwy. 
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Taxidermist:  Do  you  want  these 
monkeys  mounted  or  just  holding 
hands? 


Young  Wife:  I  can't  figure  out 
what's  come  over  John — he  never 
used  to  wear  pajamas  before  wc 
were  married ! 


HE  LOST  HIS  JOB 

During  the  war,  the  cruiser 
"Alert"  was  stationed  for  a  time  at 
Hampton  Roads.  A  group  of  new 
recruits  were  on  duty  at  the  naval 
base  there,  and  it  fell  to  the  lot  of 
some  of  them  to  stand  guard  duty. 
As  the  officer  of  the  guard  posted 
his  men,  he  cautioned  each  of  them 
to  be  wide-awake  and  not  let  any- 
one through  their  post. 

About  midnight,  he  was  posting 
the  relief  guard,  but  was  unable  to 
find  one  of  the  men  he  had  posted 
earlier  in  the  evening.  Finally  he 
noticed  a  dark  form  moving  about 
en  the  deck  of  the  cruiser.  Investi- 
gation proved  it  to  be  the  missing 
guard. 

"Why  aren't  you  at  your  post?" 
he  asked,   angrily. 

"I  am,  sir,"  replied  the  sailor. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"Well,  you  told  me  to  be  con- 
stantly on  the  alert,  sir." 


"Brigham  Young  was  a  great 
prophet." 

"Yeah!  But  I  wonder  what  his 
wives  thought  of  his  prophet  shar- 
ing plan." 

Arizona  "Kitty  Kat." 


"He's  in  the  dumps  most  of  the 
time." 

"Oh.   a   pessimist,   eh?" 
"No.  just  a  garbage  man." 


"He  seems  lost  in  thought." 
"Yeah,  but  he's  not  worth  a  re- 
lief expedition." 


Teacher:  Johnny,  what  does  the 
word    "procrastinate"    mean? 

Johnny:   To  put  off. 

Teacher:  L*se  it  in  a  sentence. 

Johnny:  Conductor,  procras- 
tinate me  at  Davis  Street. 


The  Rich   Prodigy  Comes  to  School 


.Inouu  about  a  little  fide    fc/d''-- 
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The  Decision  of  Jack  Dalton 

A  Short  Story 
by  John   Kaylor  Northway 


THE  sleek  roadster  glided  along 
the  road,  rocking  gently  as  the 
driver,  whose  right  arm  was  en- 
gaged in  occupations  other  than 
driving,  kept  it  on  the  concrete  rib- 
bon that  gleamed  like  silver  in  the 
moonlight.  In  the  rumble  seat 
John  H.  Dalton  (who  was  natur- 
ally called  Jack)  was  employing  all 
the  training  that  four  years  in  col- 
lege had  given  him  and  all  the  en- 
thusiasm which  this  girl  aroused  in 
him  in  kissing  Helen  Drake,  who 
was  sometimes  called  Teddy.  The 
owner  of  the  car.  a  philanthropist 
by  nature,  had  placed  in  the  rumble 
seat  a  loud  speaker  extension  from 
the  car's  radio,  and  Guy  Lombardo. 
unconsciously  benevolent,  was 
swinging  his  violin  before  his  or- 
chestra and  sending  the  strains  of 
"Paradise"  into  the  ether.  God. 
knowing  it  was  spring,  had  pow- 
dered off  the  moon  and  the  sky 
with  Stardust,  and  the  breeze  that 
swept  around  the  car  was  warm. 
Miss  Drake  was  clutching  Mr.  Dal- 
ton's  collar  and  pressing  the  back 
ol  his  neck  just  enough  to  make  the 
short  hairs  on  the  nap  of  it  stand 
on  end — and  he.  it  goes  without 
saying,  was  performing  in  the  most 
properly  improper  manner  his  part 
in  the  ceremony.  Now  and  again 
they  took  their  lips  apart  and  held 
each  other  close,  while  he  whispered 
hoarsely  into  her  ear  that  she  was 
adorable  and  she  laughed  ever  so 
slightly  and  whispered  back  that 
she  loved  him.  And  such  was  the 
spell  of  the  time  and  the  place  and 
the  mutual  company  of  each  other 
that  they  both  meant  it  when  they 
said  it. 

The  car  sped  along  swiftly,  but 
not  nearly  so  quickly  as  the  time 
seemed  to  pass  to  those  who  were 
riding  in  it.  As  inevitably  as  Fate 
it  drew  up  before  the  Drake  home. 
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and  it  was  time  for  Jack  to  say 
goodnight  to  her.  "I've  had  a  won- 
derful time."  she  said. 

"Not  half  as  wonderful  as  I've 
had,"  he  said.  "I'll  call  you  tomor- 
row. I  can't  see  you."  he  added  in 
a  comically  pathetic  manner,  "be- 
cause that  stix  final  comes  up  Mon- 
day and  I  have  to  pass  it  to  grad- 
uate, you  know.  And  I  haven't 
been  studying  it  the  way  I  should 
have  the  last  few  weeks." 

"I  know,"  she  said,  smiling  at 
him,  with  her  face  close  to  his.  And 
since    any    child     who      has     been 


around  at  all  could  tell  you  what 
happened  then,  there  is  no  use  tell- 
ing about  it  here. 

OUT  of  respect  for  the  finer  feel- 
ings of  the  couple  in  the  front 
scat  Jack  climbed  into  the  rumble 
when  he  came  back  out  of  Drake's. 
Sitting  in  it  alone  he  was  surprised 
to  find  how  large  and  empty  and 
uncomfortable  it  was.  He  sighed 
and  sat  back.  When,  shortly  there- 
after. Don.  the  owner  of  the  car. 
had  taken  Miggs  into  her  house, 
and  had  come  back  out  Jack  got 
into  the  front  seat.  He  sighed 
lugubriously    and    wanted    like    the 


very  devil  to  talk  about  the  won- 
derfulncss  of  Teddy.  However,  he 
knew  that  if  he  did  Don  would  get 
started  on  Miggs.  and  there  was 
nothing  in  the  world  that  bored 
Jack  quite  as  much.  Anybody 
could  tell  there  wasn't  much  to 
Miggs — at  least  not  as  much  as 
there  was  to  Teddy. 

Don  drove  like  a  demon  and  they 
were  soon  back  at  the  house.  The 
radio  in  the  living  room  was  turned 
on.  and  an  assemblage  of  brothers 
had  gathered  to  hear  Doris  Robbins 
singing  with  Herbie  Kay.  Everyone 
agreed  that  the  night  was  too  won- 
derful to  waste  by  going  to  bed. 
Some  social  genius  thereupon  sug- 
gested that  they  go  out  west  and 
drink  some  beer.  What  his  audi- 
ence lacked  in  numbers  it  made  up 
for  in  enthusiasm,  and  before  you 
could  say  "Sheldrake"  they  were 
crowded  into  Don's  roadster  streak- 
ing out  Dempster  street  for  spiked 
beer  and  pretzels. 

On  the  proper  night  and  in  the 
pioper  company  any  beer  tastes  fine, 
and  within  an  hour  the  group  was 
glowing,  and  the  conversation  was 
typically  and  beerishly  masculine. 
Eventually  the  proprietor,  long  and 
hard  and  dark  and  always  wearing 
a  cigarette  in  his  mouth,  decided 
that  they  were  becoming  too  col- 
legiate, and  he  told  them  he  was 
going  to  close  and  that  they'd  have 
to  leave.  They  grumbled  a  little 
to  themselves,  straightened  them- 
selves out.  and  swaggered  tipsily 
back  to  the  car.  All  the  way  home 
they  looked  at  the  moon  and  sang 
very  romantic  songs,  and  gave  not 
the  least  bit  of  a  damn  when  the 
car  had  several  narrow  escapes  from 
accidents. 

Back  at  the  house  Jack  slowly 
and  with  great  concentration 
walked  up  to  his  room,  took  off  his 
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clothes,  let  them  stay  where  they 
fell,  and  got  into  bed.  His  mind 
was  a  pleasant  confusion  of  moon- 
light, kisses,  Teddy,  beer,  "Para- 
dise," masculinity,  and  a  vague 
wonder  as  to  how  he'd  feel  tomor- 
row. He  dropped  off  to  sleep  al- 
most immediately. 

HE  AROSE  well  after  noon, 
shaved,  took  a  warm  shower 
followed  by  a  cold  one,  and  was 
surprised  to  note  how  good  he  felt. 
It  was  a  lovely  Spring  day,  and  he 
sang  loudly  and  nasally  in  his 
shower,  ending  abruptly  to  beat  his 
chest  and  yell  in  feigned  anguish 
when  he  turned  the  cold  water  on. 
He  dressed  lazily  but  carefully,  and 
had  a  fresh,  well-scrubbed  appear- 
ance about  him  when  he  left  the 
room. 

Dinner  was  not  a  very  pleasant 
affair  for  him  that  day.  Bill 
Roberts,  who  had  graduated  sev- 
eral years  before  and  was  now  do- 
ing something  or  other  down  in 
"The  Street"  was  there  and  sat  at 
the  table  with  him.  Jack  found 
Bill's  conversation  far  from  stim- 
ulating. He  didn't  seem  very  in- 
terested in  hearing  about  the  dates 
Jack  had  been  having,  and  Dalton 
found  it  impossible  to  work  Teddy 
into  the  conversation.  Roberts  ap- 
peared positively  bored  when  they 
talked  about  the  beering  of  the 
night  before. 

"Been  drinking  quite  a  bit  of 
gin  myself,"  he  said,  "And  believe 
me,  they  know  how  to  drink  it  at 
the  parties  I  go  to.  Everyone  passes 
out.  But  I  don't  know,  all  this 
stuff  around  here  don't  seem  im- 
portant like  it  once  did.  After  you 
get  out  into  the  world  and  you're 
on  your  own,  you  wonder  how  you 
stood  four  years  of  it.  Personally, 
I  wish  I  hadn't  of  done  so  much 
playing  around  and  had  studied 
more.  I'm  takin'  a  couple  of 
courses   in   night   school    now." 

This  was  disconcerting  talk  for 
a  senior  to  hear.  Jack  said,  "Find 
it  pretty  tough  out  there,  eh,  Bill?" 

'You  college  students  have  no 
idea  what  it's  like,"  said  Bill.  "This 
depression's    just    knocked    the    hell 


out  of  everything.  But  it's  good 
experience,  though.  It's  the  real 
thing — no  foolin'  about  conditions 
cut   there." 

"When  you  think  it'll  get  bet- 
ter?"  somebody  asked. 

"Well,    now     I    heard    on    The 

Street   yesterday  that "   and  he 

went  on  and  on. 

Jack  played  bridge  for  a  couple 
hours  after  dinner,  and  then  went 
up  to  his  room.  It  was  in  superb 
disorder,  but  he  knew  just  where 
everything  was.  He  thought  of  how 


his  mother  would  shudder  if  she 
could  see  it.  He'd  lived  in  it  four 
years  now,  and  he  had  to  admit 
that  he  hated  to  leave  the  place.  It 
seemed   so   personal. 

He  picked  up.  from  the  mess 
strewn  over  his  desk,  a  letter  from 
his  father.  He  reread  the  phrases 
which  his  father  had  somewhat 
sententiously  set  down: 

"Soon  your  college  career  will  be 
over  With  conditions  what  they 
aie  in  the  business  world.  I  almost 
wish  that  you  were  not  yet  grad- 
uating. It  might  be  better  for  you 
to  spend  another  year  or  two  in 
school,  since  there  are  certainly  no 
possibilities  for  a  college  graduate 
today        You  must  remember,  son, 


that  you  are  about  to  put  aside  your 
school  days  and  seriously  face  the 
problems  of  life.  You  will  be  on 
your  own  from  now  on,  and  mak- 
ing your  own  decisions.  Speaking 
from  experience  I  know  that  a 
tough  fight  lies  ahead  of  you.  You. 
however,  have  had  more  advan- 
tages than  I  had,  and  I  see  no  rea- 
son why,  after  ten  or  twelve  years 
of  hard  work  and  devotion  to  duty, 
you  should  not  find  yourself  suc- 
cessful. Certainly  this  depression 
cannot  last  forever " 

IT  MADE  Jack's  heart  sink  a  little. 
He  cast  it  aside,  and  reached  for 
his  Stix  book.  On  the  success  of 
that  exam  tomorrow  hung  his 
chances  of  graduating.  He  thought 
of  the  four  year's  of  work  that  lay 
behind  and  was  now  about  over, 
and  marvelled  a  little  on  consider- 
ing how  little  work  his  curricular 
activities  had  really  required.  Then 
he  saw  that  the  Stix  book  was  not 
there,  and  he  remembered  that  he 
had  left  it  at  the  Alpha  Phi  house 
Friday  afternoon.  He  had  to  have 
the  damned  thing,  and  it  was  such 
a  "swell  day"  that  he  decided  to 
walk  down  after  it. 

It  was  the  time  of  day  when  the 
last  red  rays  of  the  sun  were  almost 
parallel  to  the  ground.  The  white 
of  the  Theological  Seminary  and 
of  the  Sorority  Quads  seemed  par- 
ticularly attractive,  and  the  lake, 
when  he  glimpsed  it  was  a  deep 
blue,  with  a  little  streak  of  purple 
along  the  horizon.  People  were 
dtiving  down  Sheridan  in  open 
roadsters,  and  their  faces  looked  red 
and  mellow.  This  time  of  day  men 
and  women  were  no  longer  laugh- 
ing and  shouting:  they  were  talking 
with  the  deep  hush  of  twilight. 
Jack  revelled  in  it  all. 

He  walked  past  a  couple  pushing 
a  baby  buggy.  Maybe  the  wom- 
an had  been  pretty  at  one  time,  but 
she  had  had  babies  now.  and  her 
hips  were  widened  and  her  face  a 
little  wrinkled.  The  beauty  of 
motherhood  was  in  her.  but  Jack 
was  too  young  and  the  day  was  too 
splendid  for  Jack  to  appreciate  it. 
The  man  was  slightly  stooped  and 
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white,  and  where  dimples  of  laugh- 
ter had  once  been  little  deep 
wrinkles  were  forming.  They 
pushed  the  buggy  along  and  didn't 
talk  much.  The  baby  was  crying, 
and  after  Jack  was  past  he  turned 
around  to  look  at  'the  ug.ly  little 
brat."  He  noticed  then.  with 
horror,  that  the  man  and  woman 
wore  a  fraternity  and  a  sorority  pin 
respectively.  They  were  college 
graduates.  The  feeling  of  depres- 
sion grew  within  him. 

After  he  had  gotten  to  the  Alpha 
Phi  house;  had  asked  June,  who 
answered  the  door,  how  she  was 
and  could  he  have  his  book,  and 
received  it  and  thanked  her.  he 
walked  back  to  the  house  again. 
The  sun  was  down  now,  and  the 
sunset  was  beautiful.  The  grass 
seemed  a  bright  green  and  the 
campus  seemed  pervaded  with  a 
light,  romantic  mist.  He  noticed 
how  well  the  new  library  looked, 
and  remembered,  sadly,  that  he 
would  never  pick  up  any  dates 
there. 

Everybody  was  out  when  he  got 
back  to  the  house,  and  he  went  to 
his  room  and  looked  out  the  win- 
dow toward  the  west.  The  eve- 
ning star  bad  already  appeared: 
soon  the  moon  would  be  up  and  the 
sky  spattered  with  the  quicksilver 
of  stars.  Tomorrow  he  began  his 
exams:  in  a  week  he  would  be 
through;  and  then  he  would  go  on 
to  become  like  Bill,  like  the  man 
pushing  the  baby  carriage,  like  (but 
never  as  good  as)  his  advice-giving 
lather.  His  father's  letter  ran 
through  his  mind  again.  "I  almost 
wish  that  you  were  not  graduating. 
It  would  be  better  for  you  to  spend 
another  year  or  two  in  school." 

Don  would  be  in  soon,  ready  to 
start  on  a  date,  but  with  no  rumble 
seat  rider  along  in  the  form  of  Jack 
Dalton.  He  would  be  reading  up 
on  "deviations  from  the  standard 
mean"  while  all  about  him  Rom- 
ance breathed  and  Youth  was 
passing  away.  "All  this  stuff 
around  here  don't  seem  important 
like  it  once  did  This  depression's 
just  knocked  the  hell  out  of  every- 
thing," Bill  had  said. 


He  hadn't  called  up  Teddy  yet. 
He'd  better  do  that  right  away.  He 
wondered  if  she  had  noticed  that 
moon  just  coming  out  now.  and 
whether  it  made  her  think  of  last 
night.  He  stood  up  and  tossed  the 
Stix  book  into  a  corner,  savagely. 
Don  was  pulling  up  in  front  of  the 
house  in  his  car  as  Jack  stepped  to 
the  phone. 

A  moment  later  he  said,  "Hello. 
Teddy,  how  are  you?" 

She  said,  "Just  fine.  How  are 
you?" 

"Swell.  But  this  night's  just 
sorta  got  me  down." 

"Me  too.  I'm  afraid  to  go  out- 
side for  fear  I  won't  come  back  in 
— ever." 

"Listen,  Teddy,  how  would  you 
like  to  ride  around  with  Don  and 
Miggs.  There's  no  Guy  Lombardo 
tonight,  but  there'll  be  Wayne 
King.     And  there'll  be  us." 

"I'd  love  to.  But  Jack,  how 
about  your  Stix?" 

Said  Jack,  sentcntiously,  "I  am 
en  my  own  now.  making  my  own 
decisions.  Speaking  from  experi- 
ence I  know  what  a  tough  fight  lies 
ahead,  particularly  with  John  H. 
Sr.  But  in  conclusion  I  must  say 
that  tomorrow  at  8:30  I  am  go- 
ing to  flunk  Stix  in  the  grand  man- 
ner of  a  Greek  god.  I  know  when 
I'm  well  off.  You  see,  there  are  no 
Teddy's  in  The  Street.  Only 
bears." 

"I  think  you're  crazy,"  said  Miss 
Drake.   "But  I  love  it." 
THE  END 


Hearing  sounds  of  weeping,  and 
at  the  same  time  laughing,  from  the 
twin's  bedroom,  father  went  up  to 
discover  the  cause. 

"What's  the  matter  up  here?" 
he  asked. 

"Nothing."  chuckled  the  joyous 
twin,  "except  that  nurse  gave 
Tommy  two  baths  and  she  didn't 
give  me  any." 


What  is  the  difference  between 
abstract   and   concrete? 

When  a  dentist  pulls  your  tooth, 
that's  abstract:  when  he  fills  it. 
that's  concrete. 

Senior:  Run  upstairs  and  get  my 
watch. 

Frosh:  Wait  a  while  and  it  will 
run  down. 

Senior:  No  it  won't:  we  have  a 
winding  staircase. 


Soph:  I'm  a  big  shot  around  this 
town.  I  can  ride  anywhere  on  my 
face. 

Frosh:  Well,  it  looks  as  if  you 
had  been  doing  it  quite  a  little. 


The    Bore:    I    passed   your   place 
yesterday. 

The  Bored   One:    Thanks  a  lot. 


Overheard  in  a  fraternity  house: 
"Waiter,  there's  a  button  in  my 

soup." 

Waiter        (ex-printer's       devil): 

"Typographical  error,  it  should  be 

mutton." 


Tramp:  Listen,  kid:  that  dog  of 
yours  bit   me  on   the  leg. 

Small  boy:  Well,  you  didn't  ex- 
pect a  little  dog  like  him  to  bite  you 
on  the  neck,  did  you? 


Walter  Winchell   Enters  Heaven 


The  members  of  a  certain  fra- 
ternity were  "putting  the  buzz"  on 
their  cook  for  some  pies  he  had 
made. 

"Pie?"  asked  the  cook.  "Why,  I 
made  pies  before  you   were  born." 

"I  know,  but  why  feed  'em  to 
us?" 
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Woman,  visiting  kennels:  Is  that 
a  real  bloodhound  over  there? 

Kennel  master:  Yes,  lady.  Rover, 

come   over   here   and   bleed    for   the 

lady.                                  "Battalion." 
— •-*-•> 

They  laughed  when  I  poured  out 

the    drinks,    but    when    they    drank 

them,    they   died   laughing. 

"Royal   Gaboon." 

•-»-• 

Having  a  warm  date  in  a  Austin 
is  kinda  like  trying  to  play  a  trom- 
bone in  a  telephone  booth. 

"Yellow  Jacket." 


Boss — "I  had  to  fire  the  secretary 
I  hired  this  morning." 

Assistant — "Didn't  she  have  any 
experience?" 

Boss — "None  at  all.  I  told  her 
to  sit  down  and  she  looked  around 
for  a  chair." 

Syracuse  "Orange  Peel." 


The  ass  he  are  a  beautiful  bird, 
His  hair  are  long  and  thick. 

He  are  mostly  ear  and  tail. 
But  a  lot  of  he  are  kick. 

"Sam   Brown. 


Captain:  "Where  is  the  balance 
of  your  rifle?" 

Frosh:  "That's  all  they  gave 
me,   sir."  Lafayette    "Lyre." 


"Are  you  going  to  English  lit?" 

"Say,     whadda     you     mean?     I 

haven't   touched  a  drop  all   week." 

Washington  "Cougar's  Paw." 


He:  See  that  girl  dancing?  They  "I    think    I'll    go   on    a   bender," 

call  her  Venus.  said   the   fly   as  he  started   crawling 

She:  That  girl!  Why  I'm  better  around  a  pretzel, 

looking  than  she  is.  Lafayette  "Lyre." 

He:   Yeah,  but  here's  where  you  *  '  " 
differ  —  She    and    Venus    have    the  She   calls   him   pilgrim  —  every 
same   motto — "Hands  off."  t;me  he  calls  be  makes  a  little  prog- 
Carnegie    Tech.    "Puppet."  ress. 


Officer,  a  bootlegger  just  went  past. 

Don't  worry,  there'll  be  another  one  along  in  a  minule. 
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A  Senior  Says  Farewell 


A  SENIOR  says  farewell.  Lots  of 
Seniors  say  farewell.  There  is 
little  that  is  interesting  or  even 
novel  about  the  things  Seniors  say, 
especially  farewells.  Nobody  listens 
but  the  freshmen.  They  listen  be- 
cause they  like  the  type.  They  hope 
to  be  types  some  day.  They  will 
be.  But  we  were  talking  about 
farewells.  The  freshmen  especially 
listen  when  a  Senior  says  farewell 
because  they  know  they  soon  will 
be  sophomores.  Ah,  to  be  a  sopho- 
more. And,  as  my  old  friend  Cap- 
tain Pants  used  to  say,  therein  lies 
a  tale.  The  freshmen  want  to  be 
sophomores  so  they  can  say  fare- 
well to  green  caps,  paddling  ses- 
sions, strutting  sophomores,  ignom- 
inity,  English  instructors,  and 
high  school  suits.  The  sophomores 
want  to  be  juniors  so  they  can  say 
farewell  to  required  courses,  the 
derision  of  the  freshmen,  juniors 
and  seniors,  and  the  remnants  of 
the  idea  that  they  came  here  to 
study.  The  juniors  want  to  be 
seniors  so  they  can  say  farewell  to 
any  restriction  in  their  fraternity 
house;  so  they  can  convince  the 
folks  at  home,  who  are  busy  with 
retrenchment,  that  they  need  a  car; 
so  they  can  speak  freely,  without 
fear  of  being  contradicted  by  some- 
one who  has  been  around  longer 
than  they  have,  about  conditions 
as  they  used  to  be  when  the  fresh- 
men were  really  paddled,  the  Cir- 
cus Solly  made  millions,  and  the 
Dean  of  Men  was  just  a  figurehead; 
so  they  can  start  dating  freshmen 
women;  so  they  can  pass  their 
courses  by  studying  for  one  hour 
each  night  between  twelve  and  one, 
and  finally  so  they  can  get  out  of 
this  God-forsaken  dump  before  it 
finishes  going  to  hell  a  la  Chicago. 
In  other  words  so  they  can  say 
farewell. 

And  whether  we  like  it  or  not 
this  brings  us  back  to  where  we 
started,  saying  farewell.  No  mat- 
Si  X  T  E  E  N 


ter  how  we  try  to  avoid  the  sub- 
ject it  comes  right  back  up  like 
rotten  gin.  There  are,  then,  two 
problems   facing  us. 

THE  first  is,  how  to  say  our  fare- 
wells and  get  out  gracefully 
with  three  classes  behind  us  using 
prodding  digits.  You  know  what 
we  mean.  There  is  a  tendency  to 
say  "Oomp"  and  jump.  And  that 
would  not  suit  the  dignity  of  a 
Senior.  Or,  maybe  it  would.  The 
New  Yorker  evidently  thinks  so 
because  it  said  "We  envy  Reed 
Harris,  the  editor  of  the  Columbia 
Spectator,  who  was  expelled  from 
the  college  for  writing  expository 
editorials.  He  is  a  senior,  and 
therefore  is  about  through  anyway, 
and  to  be  kicked  out  of  college  is 
an  exit  infinitely  more  satisfying 
to  the  spirit  than  standing  in  line 
in  a  black  robe  and  receiving  a 
sheepskin  whose  words  have  the 
hollow  ring  of  a  soap  testimonial. 
Colleges  this  year  should  give  out 
sheepskin  coats,  not  sheepskin 
certificates.  But  we  insist  upon  go- 
ing out  gracefully.  Not  as  much 
fun  but  it  is  better  for  the  reputa- 
tion of  the  University.  And  after 
all  we  owe  something  to  this  genial 
be-whiskered  old  institution  which 
has  so  completely  kept  us  away 
from  all  that  is  exciting  and  sin- 
thetic  and  worldly,  and  which  is 
now  ready  to  turn  us  over  to  the 
wolves.  We  are  fat  and  sleek  and 
naive  and  immature.  We  are  calm 
and  falsely  confident.  The  world 
is  our  meat.  The  University  has 
done  its  job  well.  We  will  make 
good  butchering. 

We  got  off  our  subject,  sort  of. 
You  remember  that  we  said  we  hail 
two  problems.  The  first  was  bow 
to  get  out  gracefully  and  we  have 
failed  to  answer  the  question.  "/( 
is  our  duty  to  throw  out  the 
thoughts  and  principles  and  let  you 
decide  them."  Remember  how  they 


used  to  tell  you  that  when  you  were 
in  school? 

THE  second  is,  what  are  we  say- 
ing farewell  to?  No  doubt 
most  of  you  have  said  farewell  to 
this  article  long  before  this.  Ah. 
would  that  it  were  as  easy  to  say 
goodby  to  these  crumbling  build- 
ings, these  perfectly  lovely  campus 
roads,  these  stuffy  classrooms,  these 
dry  lectures,  these  vain  women, 
these  hard  fraternity  beds,  these 
faculty  restrictions,  these  psuedo- 
politicians  of  the  campus,  these 
shallow  campus  activities,  and  these 
Commerce  School  students. 

But  it  really  isn't  so  much  fun 
saying  goodbye  to  those  elements 
of  college  life.  Because  with  them 
you  lose  Fall  and  Spring  mornings 
and  afternoons  on  U.  H.  steps:  bull 
sessions;  coffee  dates;  the  moon-lit 
lake;  and  all  the  other  things  that 
make  going  to  school  a  pleasant  af- 
fair. It  would  be  easy  to  rave  on 
about  that  side  of  our  life.  And 
it  would  be  simple  to  grow  senti- 
mental about  it.  But  somehow, 
we  don't  want  to.  We  feel  as 
though  it  would  be  an  admission 
of  weakness.  We  should  be  more 
mature.  We  should  be  looking  for- 
ward anxiously  to  getting  out  and 
making  a  start  toward  independ- 
ence. We  know  that  we  have  been 
sheltered  and  protected.  We  know 
that  we  have  had  things  handed 
to  us  on  a  platter.  We  know  that 
we  have  been  lazy,  that  we  have 
deliberately  side-stepped  responsi- 
bility in  order  to  keep  our  time  free 
for  glorious  loafing.  We  have 
created  an  Utopia  where  we  have 
lived  in  cool  aloofness  from  the  un- 
pleasantness and  sordidness  of  the 
rest  of  the  world.  Because  we 
haven't  had  any  real  worries,  we 
have  made  our  lives  seem  import- 
ant by  creating  worries.  We  have 
ignored     the    depression    and     have 
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gone  on  selfishly  thinking  only  of 
ourselves. 

The  velvet  has  felt  soft  to  our 
bare  feet.  And  now  we  must  put 
on  hob-nailed  boots  and  start  out 
to  trample  our  way  to  the  top.  And 
we  should  glory  in  the  opportun- 
ity. We  should  be  tired  of  all  the 
softness.  So  you  sec  that  it  is  an 
admission  of  weakness  to  be  loath 
to   leave  the  place. 

AND  saying  farewell  involves 
more  than  merely  oozing  out; 
more  than  renouncing  moonlight 
and  roses',  it  involves  a  real  begin- 
ning in  life.  (After  that  we  feel  we 
should  lead  the  way  in  an  old- 
fashioned  hymn.)  But  that  is  the 
way  we  feel  about  it  and  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  be  flippant.  We  have  seen 
the  change  which  graduation 
brings.  Just  the  other  night,  a 
former  prominent  writer  and 
"radical"  of  this  campus  who  grad- 
uated several  years  ago  was  asked 
whether  he  would  like  to  read  a 
copy  of  the  Obscene  Virgin,  and  he 
replied  listlessly.  "Yeah.  I  suppose 
I'd  like  it."  We  don't  want  to  get 
like  that.  We  want  to  continue  to 
find  delight  in  unimportant  things. 
Kid-stuff,  maybe,  and  we  know 
that  it  can't  be  that  way.  but  that 
is  the  way  we  feel  as  we  say  fare- 
well. 

— E.  P.  T. 


If  he  asks  me  I'll  say  "Yes."  It 
doesn't  make  much  difference.  He's 
clever  and  good  looking.  His  hands 
are  gentle.  I  like  to  feel  them  in 
my  hair.  I  think  he  would  treat 
me  all  right.  If  he  doesn't  ask  me. 
never  mind — but  if  he  does  I'll  say 
"Yes." 

"Shampoo,   madam?" 

"Yes."  "Life." 


Stop  wondering  why  women 
take  so  long  to  get  dressed.  Remem- 
ber, we  have  to  slow  down  for 
curves. 

Anapolis  "Log." 


"Would  you  trust  a  man  out  in 
the  middle  of  a  jungle?" 

"Don't    be    silly  —  I   couldn't 
trust  myself." 

Carnegie  Tech.   "Puppet." 


A  boy  was  walking  down  the 
street  wheeling  two  bicycles,  when 
he  met  a  pal. 

"Where'd  you  get  the  two 
bikes?"  asked  the  pal. 

"My  girl  and  I  were  out  for  a 
ride,"  said  the  boy.  "And  wc 
stopped  under  a  tree  to  rest.  After 
awhile  I  kissed  hrr.  'That's  nice,' 
she  said.  Then  I  put  my  arm 
atound  her  waist  and  asked  her  how 
that  was.  She  said  it  was  great.  So 
then  I  kissed  her  on  the  cheek  and 
squeezed  her,  and  she  said:  'Oh, 
boy!  You  can  have  anything  I  got.' 
So  I  took  her  bicycle." 

Wabash  "Caveman." 


She:  "Where  did  you  learn  to  kiss?" 
He:  "Drawing  heavy  malteds  up  a 
straw." 

L'l   Worldly  Wise:    Are  you  on 
the  vice  squad? 

Ossifuh:  Bcgorry,  and  that  Oi'm 
not! 

L'l  W.  W. :  Then  will  you  please 
book  my  dress? 

M.  I.  T.  "Voo  Doo." 


Dean:  "Who  was  driving  when  you  hit  that  car?" 

Playboy:  "The  joke's  on  you,  dean,  none  of  us — we  were  all  in  the  back  seat.' 
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"Come,  son,  get  yourself  out  of  the 
gutter." 

Aviator:   Wanna  fly? 
Thcta:  O-o-o-ooh,  sure. 
Aviator:  Well.  I'll  catch  you  one 
in  a  minute. 


Pi  K.  A.:  Who  invented  swim- 
ming? 

Phi  Pi:  Two  Scotchman  who 
came  to  a  toll  bridge. 

ANOTHER  CANDLE  ON 
YOUR  BIRTHDAY  CAKE? 
Phi   Kap:    Is   your   spinster   aunt 
very  old  ? 

Alpha  Phi:  Well,  six  people 
fainted  from  the  heat  from  the 
candles   on   her   last   birthday   cake. 


Beta:  A  fool  and  his  money  are 
soon  parted. 

Tri-Delt:    Who  got   yours? 
*-•»-•> 

Parasite  —  a    man     who    walks 
through  a  revolving  door  without 
doing  his  share  of  the  pushing. 
■>  •  » 

A  policeman  is  watching  a  man 
trying  to  remove  an  ornamental 
light  from  a  bridge. 

Policeman:  What  do  you  think 
you're  doing   there? 

Man:  My  wife  told  me  to  bring 
home  a  bridge  lamp. 


It  is  said  that  broadcasting  is 
past  the  infant  stage.  Now,  if  my 
neighbor's  infant  would  just  pass 
the  broadcasting  stage  .  .  . 


Problem  in  Home  Ec.  Given  ten 
potatoes,  to  divide  them  evenly 
among  three  people. 

Ans. :   Mash  them. 


Senior:  How  does  a  horse  like 
his  hay? 

Junior:  Why.  a  la  cart.  You 
should  know  that. 

Senior:    Well,    some   like   it   a   la 

mowed. 

♦-»-» 

Diner:  Say.  have  you  forgotten 
my  chops? 

Waiter:  No.  sir:  I  remember 
your  face  distinctly. 

•-«>-&- 

"Just  think!  A  man  came  into 
the  music  room  with  a  gun  and 
said,   'Not  a  sound  or  I  fire.' 

"Were  you  getting  ready  to 
sing?" 


Passenger:  Conductor,  that  man 
sitting  opposite  us  is  a  lunatic  and 
he's  scaring  my  wife  and  children. 
He  thinks  he's  George  Washington. 

Conductor:  I'll  fix  him.  (shout- 
ing)   Next  stop  Valley  Forge! 


Prof.  Kranz:  What  did  you  find 
out   about   the   salivary   glands? 

Stude:  I  couldn't  find  out  a 
thing.  Professor:  they're  too  darn 
secretive. 


— I've   been   trying   to    think   of 
the  right  word  for  two  weeks. 
— How    about    "fortnight"? 


Two  students  were  looking  in 
the  Webster's  masterpiece  in  the 
library.  Said  one,  "Does  'H'  come 
before   'L'?" 

The  other  answered.  "I  know 
one  word   where  it  does." 


"Now,  you  fellows  better  behave  or  I'll  go  and  drink  some  tomato  juice." 
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PoMyanna  —  Dedicated  to  The  Syllabus 


For  the  last  time,  thank  goodness,  Polly  flops  her 
wings  and  waves  a  passionately  happy  adieu.  But 
before  we  break  into  the  last  movement  of  our  theme 
song,  let's  take  just  a  minute  to  look  at  the  last  month's 
happenings,  and  make  a  few  necessary  comments. 

The  Syllabus,  little  friends,  that  masterpiece  of 
colossal  achievement  has  just  appeared  upon  our  fair 
campus.  The  edi- 
tor and  business 
manager  are  look- 
ing with  pride  on 
their  finished 
product.  There 
were  several 
insignificant  errors 
which  Mr.  "Don- 
nee  Bee"  Oakland 
and  Mr.  "Buddy 
Boy"  Thompson 
apparently  over- 
looked. In  the  first 
place  we  find  that 
on  the  cover  of 
the  book  North- 
western University 
has  been  mis- 
spelled. Now  that 
in  itself  is  excuse- 
able  because  these 
boys  have  only 
been  around  here  a 
few  years  and 
have  put  in  most 
of  that  time  out 
of  contact  with 
the  university. 
The  other  in- 
significant in  is- 
take  which  ap- 
pears is  the  plac- 
ing of  the  Delta 
Upsilon  fratern- 
ity pin  upside 
down  on  the  fra- 
ternity picture 
page.  In  addition  to  these  things  it  appears  that  the 
editor  and  business  manager  are  not  very  familiar  with 
the  prominent  campus  people.  On  looking  through 
the  prominent  peoples'  section  we  find  "Reb"  Russell's 
picture  missing.  Now  "Reb"  is  only  president  of  the 
senior  class,  president  of  his  fraternity,  member  of  the 
board  of  directors  of  the  Student  Publishing  Company, 
member  of  Deru.  and  an  All-American  fullback.  Where 
"Reb"  made  his  big  mistake  was  in  not  being  a 
Phi  Kap. 


ness    manager, 
expect,    spent 


The  editor  and  business  manager  must  have  tried 
to  edit  the  book  upside  down  or  maybe  their  feminine 
public  took  too  much  of  their  time.  Helen  Herman,  we 
feel,  is  partially  responsible  for  this  seeming  lack  of 
care  on  the  part  of  the  editor.  It  has  been  a  quiet 
romance,  but  a  mighty  soul-stirring  one.  We  didn't 
think  that  there  could  be  that  much  love  in  such  a  little 

man.  The  busi- 
we 
too 
much  time  work- 
ing out  those  love- 
ly, out  of  season, 
color  schemes, 
with  which  he 
seems  to  enjoy 
beddecking  h  i  s 
person.  We  take 
back  all  that  we 
said  about 
"Chuck"   Apley. 

John  North- 
way  these  days  is 
about  as  popular 
as  a  rattlesnake. 
For  those  who 
don't  realize  the 
fact,  let  me  sug- 
gest that  Mr. 
''White- 
wing"  North  way 
was  the  chairman 
of  that  lovely 
body  of  outcast 
cut-throats,  t  h  e 
Cuts  and  Grinds 
Committee. 
I  guess  that  that 
is  about  enough  to 
say  about  any- 
body, and  if  it 
isn't,  we  can't 
help  it.  'cause  the 
typewriter  keeps 
wanting  to  write 
"louse"  and  we  can't  put  that  in  here  about  anybody. 
The  other  member  of  the  Cuts  and  Grinds  Commit- 
tee, the  love  life  of  the  Gamma  Phi  house,  and  pseudo- 
lover  at  the  Pi  Phi  house,  is  wondering  these  days 
whether  it  would  be  a  noble  gesture  to  hang  his  pin 
on  a  certain  Gamma  Phi  after  having  had  her  campused, 
or  whether  to  just  take  her  to  his  party.  He  has  de- 
cided on  the  latter  plan  as  having  the  least  far-reach- 
ing consequences. 

And  so,  gentle  reader,  we  bid  you  a  fond  adieu. 
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Oeniors  -Pass  Out  in  Style! 


t 


THOUSANDS  of  seniors  (well,  several  anyway)  have 
asked  us  how  to  be  sure  of  getting  a  Chevrolet  Six 
for  graduation.  Suggestions  spring  from  our  typewriter 
like  moths  from  summer  flannels. 

Work  the  word  Chevrolet  into  all  your  letters  home— 
and  write  often.  Intimate  that  too  much  walking  is 
giving  you  a  permanent  Charley  horse.  Have  the  car 
sent  to  your  home  on  approval,  disguised  as  a  set  of  the 
Harvard  Classics.  Or  even — and  this  idea  is  practically 
infallible— ask  for  one  point-blank. 

It  really  isn't  much  to  ask  for,  you  know,  from  a  purely 
mercenary  standpoint.  Chevrolet  prices  are  among 
the  lowest  at  which  any  car  sells.    Anci  upkeep — well, 


we're  certainly  glad  you  asked  about  that,  for  Chev- 
rolet's upkeep  economy  is  positively  unexcelled!  But, 
for  all  that,  the  new  Chevrolet  Six  is  just  about  the 
smartest  thing  on  wheels,  and  possesses  all  the  speed 
and  power  you've  wanted  for,  lo,  these  many  years. 
What's  more,  the  combination  of  Syncro-Mesh  gear- 
shifting  and  Free  Wheeling  makes  for  thrilling  new 
driving  ease. 

Right  now,  when  you  are  actually  about  to  fulfill  the 
hopes  of  your  fond  parents,  is  a  splendid  time  to  broach 
this  subject.  If  you  doubt  your  oratorical  powers,  pour 
out  your  heart  in  a  letter.  After  all,  you  might  as  well 
get  some  good  from  all  those  rhetoric  courses. 


Priced  as  low  as  $H5,f.  o.  b.  Flint,  Michigan.  Special  equipment  extra.    Low  delivered  prices  and  easy  G.  M.  J.  C.  terms. 
Chevrolet  Motor  Company,  Detroit,  Michigan,  Division  of  General  Motors 


NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  American  Value 
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It  won't  be 
long  now 


#  The  time  has  come  (the  walrus  said) 
when  freshmen  doff  their  dinks,  soph- 
omores and  juniors  tear  off  to  Europe 
and  seniors  discover  whether  or  not 
there  is  life  after  college. 

Make  your  last  days  at  school  more 
pleasant  by  reading  Swizzle-stick, 
a  novelette  by  a  debutante,  which  is 
as  stimulating  as  the  title  implies,- 
Know  Your  Olympics,  an  informa- 
tive article  on  the  event  which  holds 
the  spotlight,-  and  many  other  fiction 
and  fact  features  reflecting  all  your 
high  moments.  There  is  rollicking, 
panicing  humor  to  cheer  your  remain- 
ing days,  in  the  July  issue  of 


College   Humor 

1050  North  LaSalle  Street 
CHICAGO 


A  girl  in  Hollywood  had  a  part 
in  a  companionate  marriage  plot 
which  she  did  rather  poorly.  The 
director  called  her  to  one  side  and 
demanded  to  know  if  she  knew  just 
what  a  companionate  marriage  was. 

She  really  didn't  so  he  explained. 

"Companionate  marriage,  is  one 
in  which  one  enjoys  the  sensual 
pleasures  of  marriage  without  as- 
suming the  usual  obligations." 

"Oh!"  she  replied.  "I  thought 
that  was  engagement." 

Buffalo   "Bison." 


One  Siamese  Twin  to  Another: 
You  must  have  had  a  swell  time 
last  night.  I  look  like  a  wreck  to- 
day. Williams  "Purple  Cow." 


While  giving  a  startling  perform- 
ance, a  magician  spread  a  blanket 
over  a  newspaper  and  proceeded  to 
read  the  paper  through  the  heavy 
woolen  cloth. 

All  the  co-eds  in  the  show  got 
up  and  walked  out. 

"Brown  Bull." 


SIMILE 
As    destitute    as    a    moth    in    the 
Garden  of  Eden. 

Minnesota  "Ski-U-Mah." 


Behold  the  happy  Moron. 
He  doesn't  give  a  damn. 
I  wish  I  were  a  Moron. — 
Great  Scott!  perhaps  I  am. 

Anapolis  "Log." 


SONG  WITHOUT  WORDS 
(of   any   importance) 
Spare,  oh.  spare  my  baby's  chair! 
You  may  sell  old  grandpa's  fid- 
dle. 
But    spare,    oh.    spare    my    baby's 
chair. 
The   one    with    the    hole   in   the 
middle. 

Arizona   "Kitty-Kat." 


"Over  2.000  elephants  were  used 
to  make  billiard  balls  last  year." 
claims  a  news  item  .  .  .  damn  clev- 
er, these  elephants!   !   ! 

Colgate  "Banter." 


Many  a  father  has  looked  at  his 
son  and  exclaimed:  "My  God! 
What  have  I  donc.?" 

Minnesota   "Ski-U-Mah." 
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IN  CODTS  COUNTRY 


DOWN  COME 

VACATION   PRICES 

OUT  WEST 

CHEAPEST  IN  YEARS 

30-day  trip  to 

Most  beautiful  ranch  in  the  world 
including  trip  through 

Yellowstone  and  Grand  Teton 
National  Parks 


Wl 


ith 


15-day  camping  and  horseback  trip 

ALL  FOR  $200.00 

Cheaper  than  staying  at  home 
Special  party  older  boys  and  girls 
Leaving  Chicago  July  2nd-Make  Reser- 
vations Early 

WRITE  FOR  FOLDER 


Turpin  Meadow  Ranch 
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COMMENCEMENT 
PHOTOGRAPHS 


NOW 
Is  the  Time 


MATZENE  STUDIO 


The  Syllabus  Photographer 

6  N.  Michigan  Ave.        Central  7003 
CHICAGO 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely  or  hastily,  as  you  wish. 

Because  you  can  be  sure  of  a  wide 
selection    of    really    good    food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


"I  asked  her  to  kiss  me  without 
avail." 

"I    don't     like     kissing    through 
those  things  either." 

Boston    "Beanpot." 


"Eyes     right!"      thundered      the 
negro  lieutenant. 

"You's  wrong!"  came  back  from 
the  depths  of  the  black  troops. 
Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket." 


Daddy:    "Did    you   take   the  car 
out  last  night?" 

Sonny:  "Yes,  I  took  some  of  the 
boys  out  for  a  spin." 

Daddy:  "Well,  tell  them  I  found 
two  of  their  compacts." 

Reserve   "Red  Cat." 


In  modern  college  life  the  danger 

line    is    continually    being    lowered. 

Dennison    "Flamingo." 

ENIGMA 
Co-ed:    "Ted   told   me  you   love 
tomatoes    and    are    a    very    restless 
sleeper." 

Second  Ditto:  "I  wonder  how  he 
knows  I  love  tomatoes?" 

Cornell   "Widow." 


Ex — "You  know  it  is  getting  to 
where  women  are  dressing  like  men 
and  it  is  really  hard  to  tell  male 
from  female." 

Ams — "No,  no.  It's  easy  enough 
to  tell  one  sex  from  another.  A 
man  wont  take  your  last  cigar- 
ette." "Royal  Gaboon." 


EDUCATION  OF  A 
MODERN  CO-ED 

She   learned    to   love, 
She  learned  to  hate. 

She  learned  a  Ford 
Would  carry  eight. 

She    learned    to    smoke. 
And  how  to  tell 

Wood   Alcohol 
By  taste  or  smell. 

She  learned  to  coax. 
She  learned  to  tease. 

She   learned   a    new    way 
Ol    cooking  cheese. 

She  learned  to  neck. 
And  break  a  date, 

She's   ready   now 
To  graduate.  "Green  Goat." 
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HAVE  you  seen  the  snappy,  new  Packard 
Light  Eight?  Try  this  number  over  on  your 
speedway  and  you'll  join  the  rousing 
chorus,  "What  a  car!"  .  .  .  Just  get  behind 
the  wheel  and  go  places.  Put  it  through 
all  its  paces.  You'll  find  it  accelerates 
like  a  rocket,  rides  like  a  Pullman  and 
turns  up  speed  no  end.  And  is  this  car 
quiet?  You  scarcely  hear  the  engine  purr. 
You  glide  away  in  low  as  noiselessly  as  you 


flash  along  in  high.  And  you  shift  with- 
out a  click.  Free-Wheeling?  It's  yours  at 
the  flick  of  a  finger  .  .  .  Now  stand  off  and 
look  at  the  job.  It's  long  and  rangy — low 
and  smart — brimming  with  motor  car  "it." 
For  you  or  your  family  here's  a  car  that 
renews  the  thrill  of  youth  .  .  .  And,  the 
marvel  of  it  is,  this  Packard  Light  Eight 
lists  at  less  than  $2000  at  the  factory.  A 
Packard!   At  a  price!   Use  your  influence! 


PACKARD 
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ASK     THE 

MAN      WHO 

OWNS     ONE 


L)on  't  remove  the  moisture- 
proof  wrapping  from  your 
package  of  Camels  after 
you  open  it.  The  Camel 
Humidor  Pack  is  protection 
against  perfume  and  pon- 
der odors,  dust  and  germs. 
In  offices  and  homes,  even 
in  the  dry  atmosphere  of 
artificial  heat,  the  Camel 
Humidor  Pack  can  be 
depended  upon  to  deliver 
fresh    Camels   every    time 


She  smokes  FRESH  cigarettes 

...  not  parched  or  toasted 


WHEN   you   buy  Camels  you  get  fresh 
cigarettes.  That's  why  women  particularly 
prefer  them. 

Cool,  refreshing  smoke  that  is  mild  all  the 
way  down,  with  no  trace  of  parch  or  bite  to 
sting  the  tongue  or  rasp  the  throat. 

That's  because  Camels  are  made  right  and 
kept  right. 

Made  of  choice  Turkish  and  sun -ripened 
Domestic  tobaccos  that  are  properly  condi- 
tioned; that  contain  just  the  right  amount  of 
natural   moisture. 


Kept  in  factory-prime  condition  until  they  reach 
the  smoker  by  the  air-sealed,  Camel  Humidor 
Pack. 

The  select  tobaccos  that  go  to  make  up  your 
Camels  are  never  parched  or  toasted. 

The  Reynolds  method  of  scientifically  apply- 
ing heat  guarantees  against  that. 

If  you've  never  experienced   the   delight  of 

a   cigarette    that    has    never    been    parched    or 

toasted  switch  to  Camels,  then  leave  them  — 

if  you  can. 

1  R.  J.  REYNOLDS   TOBACCO   COMPANY 

Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Camels 

Made  V It  !•:  s  11  —  Kept  F  It  i:  s  n 

©  1932.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


"Are  you  Ustenih'?" 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  COMPANY'S 

COAST  -  TO  -  COAST    RADIO    PROGRAMS 

Camel  Quarter  Hour 

Columbia  Broadcasting  System 

Prince  Albert  Quarter  Hour 

National  Broadcasting  Company  Red  Network 

See  radio  page  of  local  newspaper  for  time 


